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	1. Chapter 1

**_A/N: This one takes place during season 11, but other than a reference to the general SL and some minor stuff, the story won't contain many spoilers._**

* * *

><p><strong>. Come Play With Me .<strong>

**.**

**.**

"Come play with me!"

"What?"

"What what?"

"Huh?"

"Sam?"

"What?"

"What the hell's going on there? You alright?" Dean sounded worried over the phone.

"What? Yes!"

"Then what the hell is going on?"

Sam had a hard time concentrating on his brother's voice since his attention was drawn to the little boy who was sitting in the corner of the room, looking at him innocently with bright green eyes and had he really just asked him to go play with him? And just who the hell was that kid and where had he come from! He was too small to be on his own and-

"Sam!" Dean's roar coming from the phone stopped his train of thoughts.

"Dean, umm... There... There's a little boy here."

"A what?"

"A little boy. Can't be older than 5!" Sam said, still eyeing the little boy, unsure what to do.

"A real boy?"

"What do you mean a real boy?"

"Sam! Focus, goddammit! Get the hell outta that room if you're that out of it."

"I'm not out of it."

Dean took a breath and it was clear he was trying to calm his nerves down. "It could be anything, Sam! Did you make sure it's a real boy?"

"Oh!"

"Yeah, Oh!"

"I'll... I'll just make sure." He put his phone down on the table and took the flask of holy water out of his breast pocket, slowly approaching the little boy, a hand on his gun, ready to shoot if it turned out to be a creature and not a real boy. Just as he got close enough to throw water, the boy disappeared and not just like when a ghost disappears, it was just different! A moment he was there and the next he wasn't; like he'd never been there; like it was all a figment of Sam's imagination.

Shaking his head, he went back to the table and grabbed his phone. "Dean?"

"You alright? What's going on? I'm on my way! I'll be there in 2." Dean said rapidly, showing that he was concerned for his brother's well-being.

"It's gone!"

"It's gone? So it wasn't a real boy?" Just as Dean said those words, the sound of tires screeching outside the motel room signaled that he'd arrived; seconds later, the older Winchester rushed inside the room that was their crime scene, gun drown and ready to shoot.

"Wow, you're fast." Sam sounded bemused.

"Did that thing touch you? Did it do anything to you?" Dean grabbed his brother's shoulder the second he made sure they were alone in the room.

Shaking Dean's hand off, Sam made a face. "Dean, I'm fine."

"You don't sound fine." Dean retorted.

"Really! I'm OK. I'm just kinda confused. Right now, I'm not even sure that the boy had really been there or I had just imagined it."

"What did it do?" Dean frowned.

"Nothing. Just said _come play with me_."

"What?" Dean frowned.

"Yeah." Sam shrugged. "I was talking to you and then this little voice said 'come play with me'. When I turned towards it, there was a little boy in that corner; he was 4, maybe 5; blond hair and real green eyes."

"Huh! And then it disappeared?"

"Yup."

"So, a ghost?"

"I don't know. Didn't feel like one."

"No?"

"No! The temperature didn't drop and it didn't disappear like ghosts do, you know?"

"Hmm." Dean scratched his head and brought the EMF meter out of his pocket and checked the room. Nothing.

"Something was familiar about the boy." Sam continued talking. "Like I've seen him somewhere?"

"Could it be related to a case? Like a victim you've seen pictures of?"

"I don't know. But why would something related to another case show up here? Because with only one victim we haven't seen many pictures here." Sam shook his head. "Let's get outta here. I can look more into this guy's past; see if there's a little boy related to him or something."

"Or maybe something happened to him when he was a child."

"Yeah. That, too."

"Still, doesn't explain why the EMF meter didn't show anything." Dean pointed out.

"Maybe I really imagined it."

And that's what Dean thought, too. "You need some rest, man."

Sam just sighed, he _was_ tired after all, but not to the point where he'd see things. But he couldn't explain what he'd seen any other way, so he just kept quiet.

...

"Come play with me!"

"Dean?" Sam called, sounding urgent but not loud; the little boy was once again in front of him and this time in their own room.

Dean quickly walked out of the bathroom as he heard Sam's tone of voice, but just as he followed his brother's gaze and his eyes landed on the lonely figure of a little boy, the boy was gone. Dean didn't have time to see it long enough to say what the boy looked like, but now he couldn't put it to Sam's imagination. There really was something going on.

"You saw it, right? Tell me that you saw it, too! It was right there." Sam asked frantically.

"Wow." Dean blinked with confusion. "Vanished just as I got here."

"But you saw it. Right?"

"Well, I sure saw _something_."

"Damn! How did it get here? It couldn't be a ghost."

"No. With the protection lines and symbols we've put around here, it couldn't be anything but a real boy which would be the case if he hadn't vanished into thin air." Dean frowned. "Could it be an angel?"

"Why would an angel want us to play with him?" Sam sounded skeptic. "And why would it possess a little boy's body?"

"Maybe it's a little angel?" Dean grinned.

"And who's created it? God's gone AWOL in case you've forgotten." Sam rolled his eyes.

Dean raised his brow. "What? Angels can die and do practically everything else, but they can't have sex and create babies like every other normal being?"

"You're saying _normal_!"

Dean looked thoughtful for a second and then shrugged. "Point."

"So?"

"Don't know, man. We can't both imagine the same thing. So can't be imagination. Could it be a fairy?"

Sam shrugged. "He looked familiar."

"Wouldn't know. Didn't see it long enough."

Sam turned around and was about to say something, but then closed his mouth and stared as his brother.

"What?" Dean inquired.

"His eyes..."

"Yeah?"

"His eyes were just like yours."

"They were green?" Dean asked like he was talking to a small child.

"Just like yours; maybe that's why it looked so familiar."

"Huh." Dean flopped down onto his bed. "Well, that gets us nowhere."

"No." Sam said absently, still trying to figure out why the boy looked so familiar.

"Come play with me."

Both men jumped and turned towards the corner behind the table; the little boy was back, looking at them with those innocent green eyes which were filled with so much pain that Sam could actually feel it.

"Please."

Both Dean and Sam stood there transfixed until the boy sighed and disappeared again.

Sam snapped out of it first. "Dammit." He cursed himself for being so mesmerized that after 3 times, he still hadn't done anything. But to his defense, this time, the pain in the little boy's eyes had put so much pressure on him that it'd taken his breath away.

Turning to his brother, he suddenly became alert; Dean looked pale and his widened eyes were still fixed on the spot where the little boy had been moments ago. Checking to see if the boy was really gone and finding the corner empty, Sam walked to his brother and tentatively grabbed his arm. "Dean?"

Dean's jaw moved, but no sound came out.

"Hey! Dean!" Sam shook him harder.

When Dean's eyes finally moved from the empty spot and turned to Sam, he sighed. "You with me? What was that about?"

"That..." Dean sounded hoarse. "Sam, it's me."

"What?" Sam frowned; Dean wasn't making any sense.

"That little boy. It was me. When I was 5." Dean clarified; his voice still quiet and tinged with shock.

**.**

**.**

**TBC **

**.**

* * *

><p><em><strong>AN: So, what do you think?  
><strong>_

.

.

**I don't own the show and its characters and all mistakes are mine.**


	2. Chapter 2

_"That..." Dean sounded hoarse. "Sam, it's me."_

_"What?" Sam frowned; Dean wasn't making any sense._

_"That little boy. It was me. When I was 5." Dean clarified; his voice still quiet and tinged with shock._

* * *

><p>Sam's hand dropped from Dean's arm and his eyes widened. Dean was right; that was why the boy looked so familiar; it was Dean when he was little and Sam had only seen him in the couple of pictures they had from back then, because he'd been too young to remember his older brother at 5!<p>

"What the-" he breathed shakily.

Dean looked pretty shocked himself as he heavily landed back on his bed.

Sam sat on the opposite bed, completely lost. "Why... I mean... why would-" He couldn't find the right words for the thoughts that were invading his mind.

"I know." Dean nodded. "And... I'm pretty sure I never asked anyone to come play with me." He winced. "So that doesn't make sense."

"Shit. This is bad, Dean. This is bad."

"Well; yeah." Dean rolled his eyes. "We don't even know why we're seeing it or how he comes and goes."

"Or why he looked so pained and burdened."

Dean's eyes darkened; he knew the answer to that particular question.

Sam suddenly got it from Dean's look. "It's about the time when you lost Mom, isn't it?"

"_We_" Dean sighed. "We lost Mom. And yeah. Well, a bit older. Guess it was around the time when I'd just started talking again. Dad had started hunting. Looked kinda around that time." Even the memory of those days was still painful; after so many years, he still couldn't really talk about it.

"Well, that explains the look." Sam commented quietly, his heart aching for the pain that he'd seen in the boy's eyes; the boy that now he knew was his brother, which meant that Dean had been feeling and carrying that kind of pain around even when he had been so little.

Heck, he still could see that pain, _well, much heavier now_, in Dean's eyes when he was too tired to hide it completely; because Dean always hid it to some degrees, no matter what; but when he'd been so small, with what he'd been through, it must've been impossible to hide everything. Suddenly, Sam realized that compared to his brother, he'd experienced a pretty normal childhood; despite everything that he'd wished for when he'd been a kid, he'd never felt the kind of pain that Dean had when he was a little boy. Dean had shielded him from almost everything as much as he could and as _long_ as he could, but nobody had done the same for _him _and Sam hated himself for never realizing how harder things had been for Dean and always whining about his own ruined childhood when Dean always kept quiet about his broken heart and soul and the literally ruined childhood and innocence.

"Man, what the hell is going on here?" Dean rubbed his eyes tiredly, putting a halt on Sam's train of thoughts. "Guess we gotta go back and find new people to interview about the victim. None of those we talked to gave us anything useful."

"You think it's related to our case?"

"What else could it be?"

"Um, I don't know, but we aren't exactly where we were some years ago; more than one thing could be messing with our head."

"Like what? Angels? Demons? I think they've got their hands full with the whole Darkness thing."

"Exactly; they could be messing with us _because_ they blame us for that."

"We've always been blamed for every shit that has happened in the world; they always show themselves when they wanna mess with us or show us how mad at us they are."

"It's just a guess, Man. I'm just saying we gotta cover all the bases."

"And I say we start with the case we have in hand. That's the most logical explanation."

"Apparently Jonathon had always been a loner." Sam referred to their victim. "Who do you think could give us any information that'd give us a hint about this?"

"You got a better idea?"

"I don't know; maybe we could start with the obvious question;_ 'why you'_?"

"That wasn't me!"

"It was, Dean; you said it yourself."

"I never asked anyone to play with me. That thing can't be me."

"Well, just because you stopped playing or never asked anyone, doesn't mean that deep down you couldn't have felt the desire."

"I didn't feel the desire for years. Believe me, I know." Dean said, sounding cold and drained.

The younger man hid a grimace at the implication. "I don't know; maybe it wasn't _you _you. You know? It could be your ghost. Although... It didn't seem like a ghost... So, time traveler?" Sam suggested, sounding like he was thinking aloud. "I mean he could've moved in time accidentally." He shrugged.

"Sam, I'm _right_ here; so that thing is _definitely_ not _my_ ghost! And it can't be me time traveling accidentally or shit like that; because if that was the case, _again_, I wouldn't be asking anyone to _play_ with me! I'd be worried sick about where baby Sammy could be because I never let you out of my sight when we were kids. I'd be doing everything possible for a little boy to find Sammy or my Dad; not ask two grown-up strangers to play with me. And let's not mention how creepy it is when he repeats the same sentence over and over again. So, if that was another me coming from the past, and assuming I was a little creepy when I was a kid, then I'd keep saying 'where's Sammy?' not '_play with me_!"

And wasn't that just sad? And heartbreaking and everything synonymous to that? Sam felt the familiar tightness in his chest again. Dean wouldn't ask to play with someone; he'd ask for _Sammy_! He'd be worried for him! Like he'd been every single day of their lives.

"Umm, maybe it's from an alternative universe." He suggested further; trying to stop the chain of thoughts that Dean's revelation had caused. "I mean, maybe in that universe he's alone... Like maybe there's no Sammy or-"

"What, like there's no one?" Dean smirked bitterly and went quiet for a couple of seconds. "No, again I wouldn't be asking people to play with me."

"Why not?" Sam was losing it.

"Because if I'd lost _every_one, I'd be dead, too." Dean deadpanned and he sounded so sure and serious that Sam couldn't even question the possibility of it. Dean might not be able to fight the evil back then and he sure wouldn't know any ways to bring his family back; but if he'd lost everyone, he probably wouldn't have survived himself, either; he'd always loved them too much.

Swallowing with some difficulty, Sam tried something else. "Well, maybe in that universe Dean hasn't lost anyone! Maybe he's just accidentally thrown into this universe."

Dean blinked with confusion. "Seriously, Sam; what normal kid would walk around and ask people to play with them if that was the case? Any kid would just sit in a corner and cry for their Mommy and Daddy!"

_'Huh; Dean did have a point.' _Sam thought.

"And let's not forget that the thing disappeared right before our eyes! It can't be a real thing; time traveling or anything from an alternate universe."

"Well, maybe..." He was running out of ideas. "I don't know, man, maybe this Dean is hurt and alone and just wants someone to play with him; maybe because you had to grow up too fast, it feels lonely and needs to play with someone."

"What? Like that thing's my inner child? What the hell is it doing _out_ of me then?"

"Your inner child! Dean, that must be it!" Sam suddenly sounded thrilled.

"First of all, turn down the excitement." Dean rolled his eyes. "What's so great about it? Even if it is my inner child, and we don't know if it is, how does it help us? Besides, I repeat; what's it doing outside me? And why do _you_ see it?"

"OK, fair." Sam nodded. "But we gotta start with something."

"We can start with nothing!" Dean said. "That way we can check every possibility instead of wasting our time on just one scenario."

"Well, umm, you said we gotta talk to more people about our victim's death. Let's do that. See if we can find anything that way."

"Back to the crime scene?"

"Back to the crime scene."

"In the meantime, if you see that... Um..."

"Little you?"

"That _thing_" Dean emphasized, "instead of staring at it or approaching it, just ask questions. Huh?"

"Yeah. OK." Sam thought that he could at least try; hopefully, this time he wouldn't be so fazed.

"Also, be prepared. It doesn't matter that that kid is freakin' handsome because it looks like me; you shoot it; stab it; behead it; do whatever you need to stop it if it moves the wrong way. Got it?"

Sam made a face. "Wow, no wonder your inner child looks so lonely."

Glaring at his brother, Dean said, "it's not my _anything_ unless it's proved otherwise."

"Fine. I get it."

"Good." Dean nodded as they got into the car and headed to the motel where Jonathon Crane's body had been found. He sure hoped it wasn't anything evil, that little thing that looked just like him; because despite what he'd said, he didn't like the idea of something with his childhood form being a menace, somehow that'd make _him_ feel responsible.

"And Dean?" Sam's voice cut through his thoughts.

"Hmm?"

"You were so cute when you were a kid."

"Shut up." Dean retorted, but the grin on his face took the edge of his harsh words. "Handsome; I've always been _handsome_."

Sam's laugh, momentary, lightened the atmosphere in their car.

.

**.**

**TBC **

**.**

* * *

><p><em><strong>AN: Let me know what you think.**_

**Thanks for your comments, everyone. Hope you like the way things are developing.**

.

.

**I don't own the show and its characters and all mistakes are mine.**


End file.
